THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
passage,   containing  six  doors.   It  was  all  very
dark.
What goes on in there?' I said. I hardly wanted to
know the answer, but I had to ask.
Hough customers/
'What - what do they have to do?'
'Sit in the dark/
'Alone?'
*Of course/ He looked at me as though he
thought me a fool, 'Twenty-four hours, sometimes.
Sometimes a week/ He chuckled. 'They're tame
enough after that/
He swung to the right. 'Executioner's Room,* he
said, and pointed to a door opposite. 'Like to see it?'
I nodded. It seemed to me that a chill wind was
blowing down the corridor.
He swung open a door, and motioned me in. I
entered*
I saw a small white room. So dazzled was I by the
sunlight outside that for a moment I thought the
room to be empty. Then, gradually, in the centre,
the thing took shape, out of the gloom.
It was a chair, standing on a dais raised about a
foot from the ground. At first it seemed a perfectly
innocent chair. Then, little by little, I noticed its
horrible accoutrements.
At the base were two clasps of steeL Those clasps
had bitten into the legs of countless tortured men.
Round the arms were two thick straps, to be fastened
over the heart that was soon to beat its last. And at
t&e top , *. that was the most fearful thing of all.
I thought that it was an electrocution chair* That
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